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you do for reality in the Queen's ailments or risks of them."
Himself more highly strung than many courtiers, he had " a
strong sense of the weariness and shrinking of mind which
the want of interruption in her work must produce, especially
after she has stood for years and may look to stand for many
more without anyone to fall back upon." For he could
comprehend the solitude in which she plodded through the
decorous minutiae of Court routine. But he pressed respect-
fully for a short prolongation of her stay in London and was
rewarded by a prompt concession and the royal admission
that " she has invariably found him most ready to enter into
her views & to understand her feelings." Indeed, her
gratitude was tangibly expressed in an endeavour to restrain
the angry Churchmen, in the House of Lords, The devoted
Grey continued to urge Gladstone to increase the public
demands upon the Queen, insisting that " The Queen is
wonderfully well/' But Gladstone was not yet convinced,
although he went so far as to put in a plea for a royal opening
of Blackfriars Bridge. This was rejected out of hand; and
the Prime Minister improved the occasion by a salutary
letter on the value of public appearances as " among the
substantial, and even in the long run indispensable means of
maintaining the full influence of the Monarchy. For the
maintenance of that influence it is Mr. Gladstone's duty to
watch with the utmost jealousy: and he cannot dismiss
from his mind the apprehension that, notwithstanding by
the constant and exemplary, but unseen attention to busi-
ness, it may by a silent and gradual process be somewhat
impaired during Your Majesty's general withdrawal from
visible and sensible contact with the people of your realms."
General Grey could hardly wish the Prime Minister to put
his point more plainly.

But there was another matter in which the Queen's con-
venience conformed with difficulty to her public duties. A
taste for long retreats in distant health-resorts had grown
upon her ; the memories that hung so thickly round
BaJmoral drew her to the Highlands; and when she could